CHAPTER I

I BECOME A MOSLEM DIVINITY STUDENT

WHEN the year 1908 arrived I still lived outside
Cairo, feeling most thoroughly orientalised. I was a
particularly orthodox Moslem. My wife and all her
people belonged to eminent Egyptian families and I
hardly ever found chances of speaking the tongue I
learned from my mother at Aldershot so many years
before. In the suburban village of Roomer Slatar,
where I dwelt, the fellahin called me the oldest citizen,
while my house, standing beside the base of Cheops'
monstrous Pyramid, interested European tourists as a
specimen of the better class native residence. More
than once neighbours respectfully asked me to conduct
their prayers as an unofficial Imam when the profes-
sional preachers visited other settlements along the
Nile banks.

To the devout peasants and Bedouins who listened,
my discourses may have been useful, hit this experience
in the holding of services showed me that I was not
yet as learned in the Koran as I wanted to be.

Hence I became a student at Azhar. Few non-
Moslems are aware that this college is one of the largest
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